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A STORY OF OUR MONEY-KING. 


One chill morning in the autumn of 1826, in the 
town of Keene, N. H., lights might have been 
geen at an unusually early hour in the windows of 
syellow one story and a half house, that stood on 
the corner of the main street and the Swanzey 
road. 

There was living in that house a blind widow, 
and the occasion of the unseasonable lights was 
the departure from home of a son, upon an uncer- 
tain adventure. 

He was 2 young man, eighteen years old, just 
out of college. Graduating at Dartmouth, he had 
brought away from that institution something bet- 
ter than book-learning—a deep religious experi- 
ence, which was to be his support through trials 
now quickly to come, and through a subsequent 
prosperity more dangerous to the soul than trials. 
He had been but a farmer’s boy. He was poor 
and had his living to get. In person he was tall, 
slender, slightly bent; shy and diffident in his 
manners; in his appearance « little green and 
wkward. He had an impediment in his speech 
also. 

Asingular hush was upon the little household. 
It was only when the hour for the starting of the 
stage struck that all seemed suddenly to remem- 
ber that there were a thousand things to be said ; 
and so the last moments were crowded with last 
words. 

“Your blessing, mother !” said Salmon, bending 
before her with his breast chokingly full. 

She rose up from her chair. Her right hand 
held his, the other was laid lovingly over his neck. 
Her blind eyes were turned upward prayerfully, 
and tears streamed from them as she spoke and 
blessed him. Then a last embrace and he hurried 
forth from his home. 

It was at the close of a bleak day late in No- 
vember that he came in sight of Washington. It 
wasa city of strangers he was entering, a youth. 
Of all the dwellers there he knew not a living 
soul. A heavy foreboding settled upon his spirit 
as the darkness settled upon the hills. Well 
might he foresee days of gloom, long days of wait- 
ing and struggle, stretching like the landscape be- 
fore him ! 

But he was not disheartened. From the depths 
of his spirit arose a hope, like a bubble from a 
deep spring. That spring was faith. There in 
that dull, bleak November twilight he seemed to 
feel the hand of Providence take hold of his; and 
& prayer rose to his lips,—a prayer of earnest 
supplication for guidance and support. 

The stage rumbled along the unlighted streets. 
“Where do you stop?” asked the driver. 

“Set me down at a boarding-house if you know 
ofagood one.” For Salmon could not afford to 
go to a hotel. 

“I know just the kind of place, I reckon!” and 
the driver whipped up his jaded horses. He drew 
up before a respectable looking wooden tenement 
on Pennsylvania Avenue. ‘‘Good evening, Mrs. 
Markham !” he said, to a kindly-looking lady who 
came to the door at his knock. ‘‘Got room for a 
boarder ?” 

“I don’t know, I’m sure. I'm afraid not. 
There’s only half a room unoccupied,—if he would 
be content with that, and if he’s the right sort of 
person” — 

She examined him and he inquired her terms. 
They appeared mutually satisfied, and the driver 
received directions to deposit Salmon’s baggage 
inthe entry. Grateful at finding a kind woman’s 
face to welcome him, glad of the opportunity to 
economize his slender means by sharing a room 
with another person, strongly recommended as 
“very quiet,” by Mrs. Markham,—Salmon washed 
hus face, combed his hair, and ate his first supper 
im Washington. He has eaten better suppers 
there since, no doubt,—but not many, I fancy, 
that have been sweetened by a more devout sense 
of reliance on Providence. 

Williams, his room-mate, was a companionable 
Person, who had a place in the Treasury Depart- 
ment, and talked freely about the kind of work he 
had to do and the salary. 

“Eight hundred a year!” thought Salmon, 
deeming that man enviable who had constant em- 
ployment, an assured position and eight hundred 





to place his foot upon some certainty, however hum- 
ble, with freedom from this present gnawing anxie- 
ty, and with a prospect of rising, he cared not how 
slowly, to the place which he felt belonged to him 
in the future. Little did he dream what that place 
was, when he questioned Williams so curiously as 
to what sort of thing the Treasury Department 
might be. 

“If I could be sure of half that salary,—or even 
of three or two hundred, just enough to pay my ex- 
penses the first year,—I sHould be perfectly happy !” 
‘‘Haven’t you any idea what you are going to do? 
What can you do?” 

“For one thing, I can teach. I think I shall try 
that.” 

“You'll find it a mighty hard place to get pupils,” 
said Williams, with a dubious smile. Which rath- 
er gloomy prediction Salmon had to think of before 
going to bed. 

But soon another subject occupied his mind. He 
had of late been seriously considering whether it 
was his duty to continue his private devotions open- 
ly or in secret, and had concluded that when occa- 
sion seemed to require it, he ought to make an open 
manifestation of his conscience. His room-mate 
showed no signs of going out again that night; he 
had pulled off his boots, put on his slippers and 
lighted his pipe. Salmon had already inferred from 
the tone of his conversation that he was not a person 
who could sympathize with him in his religious sen- 
timents. Yet he must kneel there in his presence 
if he knelt at all. It was not the fear of ridicule, 
but acertain sensitiveness of spirit which caused 
him to shrink from the act. He did not hesitate 
long, however. He turned and knelt by his chair. 
Williams took the pipe out of his mouth, and looked 
at him over his shoulder with curious amazement. 
Not a word was spoken. Salmon prayed silently; 
and Williams, compelled to respect the courageous 


yet quiet manner in which he performed what he 
regarded as a solemn duty, kept his astonishment to 
himself. 


On the 23d of December Salmon advertised a 
“Select Classical School.” Congress was now in 
session, and his uncle, the Hon. Dudley Chase, 
United States Senator from Vermont, had arrived 
in town. He was a man of great practical sagacity, 
and kept a true heart beating under an exterior 
which appeared sometimes austere and eccentric. 
Hearing of his arrival in Washington, Salmon had 
called on him at his boarding-house. The Senator 
received him kindly, listened to his plans, approved 
them, and helped .him to procure the references of 
his advertisements 


day after day Salmon waited for pupils. But his 
room remained unvisited. Sometimes at first, when 
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Day after day the advertisement appeared; and. 
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TOM SOMERS. 


| 
heart gave a bound of expectation; but it was never 
a knock for him. 
So went out the old year, drearily enough for 
Salmon. He had made the acquaintance of several | 
people, but friends he had none. In the meantime 
the advertisement was to be paid for, barren of ben- 
efit though it had been to him. There was also his 
board bill to be settled at the end of each week; 
and Salmon saw his slender purse grow lank and 
lanker than ever, with no means within his reach of 
replenishing it. 
The new year came; but it brought no brighten- 
ing skies to him. Lonely enough those days were! 
When tired of waiting in his room, he would go out 
and walk,—always alone. Sometimes he visited 
the halls of Congress, and saw the great legislators 
of those days. There was something here that fed 
his heart. Wintry as his prospects were, the sun 
still shone overhead; his courage never failed him; 
he never gave way to weak repining; and when he 
entered those halls, and was charmed by this speak- 
er, or convinced by that, or roused to indignation 
by another, there was kindled a sense of power in 
his own breast, a fire prophetic of his future. 
The thirteenth of January passed—his birthday. 
He was now nineteen. When the world is bright 
before us, birthdays are not so unpleasant. But to 
feel that your time is slipping away from you, with 
nothing accomplishing,—to see no rainbow of prom- 
ise in the clouds,—to walk the streets of a lonely 
city and think of home,—these things make a birth- 
day sad and solitary. 
At last his money was all gone. The prospect 
was more than dismal,—it was appalling. What 
was he to do? Should he borrow of his uncle? 
“Not unless it be to keep me from starvation,” was 
his proud resolve. Should he apply to his mother? 
The remembrance of what she had already done for 
him was as much as his heart could bear. 

What Salmon did was to make a confident of 
Mrs. Markham; for he felt that she at least ought 
to know his resources. 

“This is all I have for the present,” he said to 
her one day when paying his week’s bill. ‘I 
thought you ought to know. I do not wish to ap- 
pear a swindler,”—with a gloomy smile. 

“You a swindler!” exclaimed the good woman, 
with glistening eyes. ‘I would trust you as far as 
I would trust myself. If you haven’t any money, 
never mind. You shall stay and pay me when you 
can. Don’t worry yourself at all. It will turn out 
right, 1am sure. You'll have pupils yet.” 

“I trust so,” said Salmon, touched by her kind- 
ness. ‘‘At all events, if my life is spared, you shall 
be paid some day. Now you know how I am situ- 
ated; and if you choose to keep me longer on an 
uncertainty I shall be greatly obliged to you.” His 








year. His ambition was to get a living, simply, 





there came a knock at Mrs. Markham’s door, his 


‘As long as you please,” she replied. Just then. 
there was a knock. *‘May be that is for you!” And 
she hastened away. She returned in a minute with 
shining countenance. ‘A gentleman and his little 
boy to see you! Ihave shown them into the par- 
lor.” 

Could it be true? A pupil at last! The pupil 
was engaged. This was a gleam of hope. The 
door of providence had opened just a crack. 

It opened no farther, however. 
came. Salmon waited. 
like sand under his feet. 
to advertise now. 


No more pupils 
Day after day glided by 
He could not afford even 
He was getting fearfully in debt; 
and debt is always a nightmare to a generous, up- 
right mind. 

Now Salmon was one who would never, if he 
could help it, abandon an undertaking in which he 
had once embarked. But when convinced that per- 
sistence was hopeless, then, however reluctantly, he 
would give it up. On the present occasion, he was 
not only spending his time and exhausting his ener- 
gies ina pursuit which grew each day more and 
more dubious, but his conscience was stung with the 
thought that he was wronging others. Kind as Mrs. 
Markham was to him, he did not like to look her in 
the face and feel that he owed her a debt which was 
always increasing, and which he knew not how he 
should ever pay. 

‘“‘Why don’t you get a place in the department?” 
said Williams. 


“That's more easily said than done!” And Sal- 
mon shook his head. 
“You have an uncle in the Senate. Ask him to 


use.his influence for you. He can get you a place.” 

Salmon walked the He went. out and 
walked the street. A rare struggle was taking 
place in his breast. Should he give up the school? 
Should he go and ask this thing of his uncle? He 
dreaded to trouble the Senator. Proud and sensi- 
tive natures do not like tu beg favors, any way. 
“T'll wait one day longer. 
applies, I'll go to my uncle.” 
He waited twenty-four hours. Nota pupil. Then, 
desperate and discouraged at last, Salmon buttoned 
his coat and walked fast through the streets to his 
uncle’s boarding house. It wasevening. The Sen- 
ator was at home. 

“Well, Salmon?” inquiringly. 
get on?” 

“Poorly,” said Salmon, sitting down. 

“You must have patience, boy. Pluck and pa- 
tience, those are the two oars that pull the boat.” 
“T have patience enough, and I don’t think I’m 
lacking in pluck. But one thing I lack and am 
likely to lack,—pupils. I’ve only one, and I expect 
every day to lose him.” 

‘Well, what can I do for you?” 

“I would like to have you get me a place in the 
Treasury Department.” 

It was a minute before Dudley Chase replied. 

He took up a pamphlet, rolled it together, then 
threw it abruptly upon the table. 
“Salmon,” said he, ‘listen. I once got, an. ap- 
pointment for a nephew of mine, and it ruined him. 
If you want half a dollar with which to buy a spade 
and go out and dig for your living, I’ll give it to you 
cheerfully. But I will not get you a place under 
government.” 

Salmon felt a choking sensation in his throat. He 
knew his uncle did not mean it for unkindness; but 
the sentence seemed hard. He arose, speechless 
for a moment, mechanically brushing his hat. . 

‘Thank you. I will not trouble you for the half 
dollar. I shall try to get along without the- apo 
pointment. Good night, uncle.” 

“Good night, Salmon. You think me harsh, but 
the time will come when. you wiil see that, this is 
the best advice I could give you.” 

‘‘Perhaps,” said Salmon, stiffly; and he walked 
away filled with disappointment. 

“Well, did he promise it?” asked Williams, who 
sat up awaiting his.return. P 

“On the other hand,” said Salmon, “he advised 
me to buy a spade and go to digging for my living; 
and I shall do it before Lask again,for an appoint- 
ment.” 

Williams was astonished. But after the lapse of 
afew years he saw that the uncle had given his 
nephew good advice indeed. Williams remained a 
clerk in the department and. was never any thing 
else. Perhaps if Salmon, had got. the appointment 
he sought, he would haye became.a.clerk like him, 
and would never have been any thing else. 

In a little more than twenty years, Salmon was 
himself a Senator, and had the making of such 


room. 


Then if not a pupil 


“How do you 





voice shook a little as he spoke. 


clerks. And what happened a dozen years later? 





























This: he who had once sought in vain a petty ap-! 
pointment was called to administer the finances of 
the nation. Instead of a clerk grown grey in the 
department, he is himself the supreme ruler there. 
He could never have got that by promotion in the 
department itself. The ways of Providence are 
not our ways, and often we are disappointed for 
our own good. 

Do not think after all this, that Salmon gave way 
to weak despondency. Something within him 
seemed to say, ‘What you have you must obtain 
through earnest struggle and endeavor. It is only | 
commonplace people and weaklings, who find the | 
hinges of life all smoothly oiled. Great doors do | 
not open so easily. Be brave, be strong, be great.” | 
It was the voice of Faith speaking within him. 

The next morning he arose more a man than he 
had ever felt before. This long and severe trial | 
had been necessary to develop what was in him. | 
His self-reliance, his strength of character, his | 
faith in God’s providence,—these were tried and not | 
found wanting. | 

Still the veil of the future remained impenetrable. 
Not a gleam of light shone through its sable folds. 
He could only watch for its uplifting and sit still. | 

“A bad beginning makes a good ending,” said 
Williams one evening, to comfort him. | 

“Yes, anda good beginning sometimes makes a| 
bad ending. I have rather inclined to\the opirion | 
that slow beginnings with steady progress are best.” 

One day Salmon found a store where some spades 
were exposed for sale. He stopped to look at them. 

“Perhaps, after all, digging is my vocation! | 
Well, it is an honorable one. 1 only wish to know | 
what God would have me to do. If to dig, then 1} 
will undertake it cheerfully.” 

However, there was one great objection to his lift- 
ing aspade. It would first have been necessary to 
apply to his uncle for the once-rejected half-dollar. 
He was determined never to do that. 

He walked home very thoughtful. He could not 
see how it was possible that any good fortune should 
ever happen to him in Washington. The sights of 
the city had become exceedingly distasteful to him, 
associated as they were with his hopes deferred and 
his heart-sickness. He reached his door. Mrs. 
Markham met him with beaming countenance. 

“There is a.gentleman waiting for you. I reckon 
it’s another pupil.” 

His face brightened for an instant. But it was 
clouded again quickly as he reftlected,—‘‘One more 
pupil! ‘That makes two! At this rate I shall have 
four in the course of the year!” 

But he checked the ungrateful thoughts at once. 
“What Providence sends me, that let me cheerfully® 
and thankfully accept!” 

He entered the parlor. A gentlemanly person, 
with an air of culture, advanced to meet him, ‘I 
have seen your advertisement in the /ntelligencer. 
You still think of establishing a school?” 

‘That is my intention.” ° 

“May I ask if you have been successful in obtain- 
ing pupils ?” 

‘Not very. IT have one engaged. 
dozen more to begin with. 

“Then, perhaps, you will be pleased to listen to 
my proposition, I have established a successful 
classical school in G Street, as you may be aware. 
If you choose to take it off my hands I will make 
over my entire interest in it to you. We have as 
pupils, sons of the Hon. Henry Clay, William Wirt, 
Southard, and other eminent men. The income 
amounts to something like eight hundred a year. 
You can go in next Monday, if you like.” 

Thus suddenly the door, so long mysteriously 
closed. flew open wide ‘on golden hinges turning.” 
What Salmon saw within was heaven. He was 
dazzled. Ile was almost stunned with happiness. 
His lips quivered, his voice failed him as he spoke. 

“Mr. Piumley, this is—you are—too kind!” 

*You accept ?” 

“Most gratefully.” 





I would like a 


as 
THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
This was not relished by the boy, and he com-| * ae I would carry you in my arms | PR eo he 9 mee I reckon you are too chick. 


menced in whining tones to persuade his father to 
let him go out. But it was of no avail, the old 
man was firm in his decision. So the boy, appa- 
rently giving up the question, remained quietly 
looking out at the window for a while. Suddenly 
turning round, he said: 

‘Well, father, give me a whipping for not go- 
ing after the milk, then I'll go out and slide.” 

His father let him go, minus the whipping. 





SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 





A LOCK OF FLAXEN HAIR. 


T have a lock of flaxen hair, 
Wrapt in a tiny fold: 
‘Tis hoarded with a miser’s care, 
Tis dearer far than gold. 
To other eyes of little worth, 
Yet precious unto mine ; 
For once, dear child, in life and health, 
It was a lock of thine. 


The numbered hours pass slowly by ; 
Days, weeks, and months depart, 
Yet still the vacant place remains 
Unchanged within the heart; 
The loneliness is still the same, 
The same great want is there, 
While memory loves to brood upon 
The simple lock of hair. 





The cold winds seem to sigh more loud 
When shades of evening fall, 

The clock, with more impressive sound, 
Ticks louder on the wall; 

For now no artless words I hear, 
No smiling face I see; 

No tones of childish mirth break forth, 
So dear to home and me. 


’*Tis past—’tis gone—like some strange dream 
That lingers with the mind; 
Some pleasant scene of happiness 
The heart hath left behind ; 
An atom from the fading dust, 
A relic of the past, 
That tells of transient hopes and joys, 
Of things that could not last. 


Tis all that now remains of thee, 
Light of our home and hearth ; 
While sadly pass the silent hours, 
And dark the days come forth. 
Yet still I keep it for thy sake, 
And guard it with fond care ; 
And oft I view with throbbing heart, 
Thy simple lock of hair. 





oe 
TOM SOMERS. 

The following description of scenes that occurred 
in the experiences of a soldier boy named Tom 
Somers, in the retreat after the battle of Bull Run, 
is from a book just published by Lee & Shepard, 
entitled, “Tom Somers in the Army :” 

The panic that prevailed in that terrible rout 
was even more fearful than the battle, for wound- 
ed.and dying men were mercilessly trodden down 
by the feet of the horses, and run over by the 
wheels of the cannon and the baggage wagons. 
Though the battie was ended, the rebels. still 
poured storms of shot and shell into the retreat- 
ing, panic-stricken host. 

Tom did not know where to go, for there were 
panic and death on all sides of him. The soldiers 
were flying in every direction, some of them into 
the very arms of their remorseless enemies. But 
the woods seemed to promise the most secure re- 
treat from the fury of the Black Horse Cavalry, 
which was now sweeping over the battle-field. 
The zouave ran in this direction, and our Tom 
followed him. Now that the excitement of the 





The young man was regaining possession of him- 
self. Ile grasped the other's hand. 

“You do not know what this is to me, sir!| 
Providence has surely sent you tome! I cannot) 
thank you now; but some day, perhaps, it may be | 
in my power to do you a service.” 

His benefactor gone, Salmon hastened to tell the 
good news to Mrs. Markham. But he could not re- | 
main in the house. His joy was too great to be| 
confined. Again he went out—but how different | 
now the world looked to his eyes! He had not ob- | 
served before that it was such a lovely spring day. 

It was no selfish happiness he felt. He thought 
of his mother and sisters at home; of all those to | 
whom he was indebted; and in the lightness of his | 
spirit, after its heavy burden had been taken away, 
he litted up his heart in thanksgiving to the Giver | 
of all blessings. 

The school transferred to his charge continued 
successful; and it opened the way to successes of 
greater magnitude. Through all his subsequent, 
career he looked back to this as the beginning; | 
and he ever retained for Mr. Plumley the feeling 
we cherish for one whom we regard as a Heaven- 
appointed agent of some great benefaction. The 
young man’s vaguely uttered presentiment that he 
might some day render him a service, was, long 
afterwards, touchingly realized.—Adlantic Monthly. 


~ +0 —- 
A COMPROMISE. 

A large part of the ‘floating population” of| 
northern New Hampshire is composed of French 
Canadians, some of whom winter there with their | 
families, rather than to go home between the | 
working seasons. One of them now living in the | 
State has a little son, and early one cold, snowy 
morning during the last winter he called the boy 
up and desired him to take a pail and run to a| 
neighbor's for some milk. The little fellow pro- | 
tested against it, saying he did not like to go out 
when it was so cold. 

‘All right,” says the man. ‘Tis rather cold, | 
any way. I'll go myself.” 

After breakfast the boy seemed to have shaken | 
off his dread of cold weather, for he commenced | 
preparations for going out to play. His father 
said nothing until the lad was just opening the | 
door, and then he called to him: 

‘‘Where are you going, Joseph ?” 

‘Out to slide a little while.” 

‘Guess not, my boy; it’s too cold for you to go 
out. You couldn't go after the milk, you know. | 
Come back, take off your things, sit up to the’! 
stove and warm yourself.” 


| The zouave uttered a terrible oath, and, snatching 


contliet was over, the enthusiasm which had buoyed | 
him up began to subside. The day was lost; all| 
hopes of glory had fled; and a total defeat and 
rout were not calculated to add much strength to 
his over-tasked limbs. 





They reached the ravine, where the water was | 
about three feet deep. An oflicer on horseback | 
dashed by them, and bade them run with all their | 
might or they would be taken. 

“In mercy, get me some water!” said a rebel, 
who was wounded in the leg, to a zouave who 
passed near him. 

“You are a rebel, but I will do that for you,” 
replied the zouave; and he gave hima canteen 
filled with water. 

The rebel drank a long, deep draught, and then 
levelled his musket at the head of the zouave and | 
fired. ‘Lhis transaction occupied but a moment, | 
and Tom saw the whole. His blood froze with| 
horror at the unparalleled atrocity of the act. 








the musket from the hands of the soldier boy, 
rushed upon the soulless wretch, and killed him | 
with the bayonet. | 
**Boy, I used to be human once,” said the zou- | 
ave, when he had killed the rebel, ‘‘but I’m not | 
human now. I’m all devil.” 
“What a wretch that rebel was!” exclaimed | 
Tom. 
“A wretch! Haven't you got any bigger word | 
than that! He isa fiend! But we musn’t stop | 
here.” 
“I thought the rebels were human.” 
‘Human? That isn’t the first time to-day I've 
seen such a thing as that done. Come along, my | 
boy; come along.” 
‘om followed the zouave again; but he was! 
too much exhausted to run any farther. 
“T can go no farther,” said he, at last. 
“Yes, you can; pull up! pull up! 
be taken if you stop here.” 
“T can’t help it. Ican go no farther. 
used up.” 
‘‘But I don’t want to leave you here. 
murder you—cut your throat, like a dog.” 
“T will hide myself in the bushes till I get a lit- | 
tle more strength.” 
“‘Try it a little longer. You are too good a! 
fellow to be butchered like a calf,” added the gen- | 
erous zouave. 
But it was no use to plead with him, for ex-| 
hausted nature refused to support him, and he 
dropped upon the ground like a log. 


. 


You will) 
I am 


They'll 


‘‘Save yourself if you can,” replied Tom, faintly. “I don’t think it is right to rob birds’ nests » 
The kind-hearted zouave was sorry to leave| ‘I do, so there is the difference. You jon 
him, but he knew that one who wore his uniform | think it is right, so you must not do it. J think 
could expect no mercy from the rebels. And, |is right, so 1 do it. Come on, boys.” . 


after asking Tom’s name and regiment, he relue- | “There is a robin’s nest in that apple 
| said James Earl; ‘‘let us see if there are 


tantly left him. 
Tom had eaten nothing since daylight in the | in it.” 
morning, which, added to the long march and the | ‘That tree is on our land,” said Archy, 
intense excitement of his first battle-field, had ap-| ‘That may be,” said Peter, ‘but you don’t ¢ 
the robin unless it has your mark. What js your 





“tree,” 
Any eggs 


parently reduced him to the last extremity. 

On his hands and knees he crawled away from | mark for robins? a slit ear?” 
the road, and rolled himself up behind a rotten| The boys accepted this for wit, and laughed 
log, just in season to escape the observation of! boisterously, while Peter sprang ove f 
rebel cavalrymen as they rode by the spot. and began to climb the tree. 

Here and there in the woods were the extended| ‘Peter, let the nest alone, it is mine.” 
forms of Federals and rebels, who had dragged| ‘‘You may have the nest, but I'll have the eggs 
their wounded bodies away from the scene of mor- | if there are any.” bi 
tal strife to breathe their last in this holy sanctuary | Archy’s temper began to rise. 
of nature. Close by the soldier boy’s retreat lay| ‘‘You shall not rob the nest,” said he, taking 
one who was moaning piteously for water. Tom hold of Peter as he began to climb. Peter kent 
crawled to the sufferer, but found that he was a|on climbing, merely remarking that he Wondered 
rebel, and the fate of the zouave who had done a| how it had come to pass that mother’s boy had 
similar kindness only a short time before present- | become so brave and strong. Archy Was’ thor. 
ed itself to his mind. | oughly roused. He forcibly seized one of Petey’, 

‘Water! Water! Give me a drop of water,” | legs and brought bim to the ground. He got y 
moaned the dying soldier. | speedily, and turned upon Archy, giving him sey. 

Tom thought of the zouave again, and had al-| eral blows. Archy returned them with interest 
most steeled his heart against the cry. | and, though he was not accustomed to fighting, vel 

“Water! Water! If you are a Christian give | he managed to plant a blow in Peter's chest thy 
me some water,” groaned the sufferer. | brought him to the grouud, and disposed him tp 

Our soldier boy could no longer resist the ap-|lie there till he recovered breath. His impulse 
peal. was to beat him after he was down. But that jp. 

Placing his canteen to the lips of the soldier, he | pulse soon gave way to a sense of shame for hay. 
bade him drink. His frame quivered as_ he jing been engaged in fighting. 
clutched the canteen with his remaining hand.| His father, having seen the battle, now came 
The death damp was on his forehead; but his eye |up, and inquired into the matter. A pretty ge. 
lighted with new lustre as he drank the grateful | curate statement was given by the boys who had 
beverage. not been engaged in the affray. He informe 

“God bless you! God bless you!” exclaimed | Peter that if he found him on his land at any time 
he, as he removed the canteen from his lips. | he would have cause to regret it. : 
“You are a Yankee,” he added, as he fixed his| ‘‘Father,” said Archy, ‘‘do you think T dig 
glazing eyes upon Tom’s uniform. ‘Are you| wrong in hindering Peter from robbing the nest?” 
wounded ?” **] should have no doubt about it if you had 

“No; Iam worn out. done it without fighting.” : 
since daylight.” ‘But I could not do it in any other way; don't 

‘Put your hand in my haversack. There is | you think he deserved what he got?” 
something there,” gasped the dying man. “Yes, but Iam not sure that it was lawful for 

Tom bent over him to comply with the invita- | you to give itto him. We must not defend even 
tion; but, with a thrill of horror, he started back | the defenceless in an unrighteous manner.”—Syy. 
as he listened to the death moan of the rebel, and | day School Times. 
saw his eyes fixed and lustreless in death. 

It was an awful scene to the inexperienced 
youth. Though he had seen hundreds fall in the 
battle of that day, death had not seemed so ghast- 
ly and horrible to him as now, when he stood face 
to face with the grim monster. 

Ile gazed upon the silent form before him, 
which had ceased to suffer, and he felt thankful 
that he had been able to mitigate even a single 
pang of the dying rebel. But his sensibilities re- 
coiled at the thought of eating bread taken from 
the body of a dead man, and he turned away. 

*‘Why shouldn’t I take it?” said he to himself. 
“It may save my life. With rest and food, I may 
escape. Pooh! Tll not be a fool!” 

Bending over the dead man, he resolutely cut 
the haversack from his body, and then returned 
to the log whose friendly shelter had screened him 
from the eyes of the rebel horsemen. The haver- 
sack contained two ‘‘ash-cakes,” a slice of bacon 
anda small bottle. Ash-cake was new food to 
him. It was an Indian cake baked in the ashes, 
probably at the camp-fires of the rebels at Man- 
assas. 

Tom ate the bacon, and ate both of the cakes, 
though each of the latter was about the size of a 
saucer. He drew the cork from the bottle. It 
contained whiskey. ‘Tom had heard that there was 
virtue in whiskey; that it was invigorating to a|rolls of white and brown tape, and some white and 
tired man, and he was tempted to drink it. Some | brown thread, very strong, upon the table by her 
people would have thought him excusable if he | side, which she was going to put into the bag. 


had done so; but our hero had a wholesome fear | . : 
ro | a ‘ : i > vhich she 
of the article. He was afraid that once tasted he | There were 7 white buttons, too, whie 
strung on a string. 


. . . . . . . | 
might drink again, and thus in time a habit might | 
Her brother Willie, who wanted to have a fin- 
|ger in every pie made in the family, was busy 


be formed that ‘would go with him through life, 
and make him what Hapgood and others whom he 
ene “re—s , smselve ch eee 7 . 
knew were—a torment to themselves, and a nui filling small papers with cayenne, cloves, spices, 
sance to their fellow-beings. Putting the cork in| . littl . ling them 
the bottle, he threw it upon the ground. | ginger, salt, and a little tea, and labelling then. 
With his renewed strength came renewed hope; | There was a nice-looking lemon, too, on the 
but he did not deem it prudent to wander about | table, which looked as if it had grown on the 
the — ag he threw himself on tne | sunniest side of the tree, and ripened on pur 
ground under the protecting log, and soon fell | pose for one of the brave defenders of our country. 
asleep. . ‘ | Then there was a piece of soap, which smelled 
When he awoke, it was dark and silent around | +2°" “e? P bat bined 
him. He was wonderfully refreshed by the nap | if it had come from a flower garden, and was war 
he had taken. He was strong enough to walk| ranted to be a prime article for washing chapped 
— = on —— ve to ——. hands. Willie had a collection of poetry which 
no conception of where he. was; or whet direction [W214 cut fom the, papers, ; He sclectl a 
: Ty |which was full of spirited words and cheerng 


would lead him to the Federal lines. ; ; j 
He could only trust to Providence for guidance, | thoughts for all who lived in the camp, or marche 


and, using his best judgment in choosing the di-| into battle, and ended with telling them that lite 
rection, he entered upon the difficult task of find-| children prayed for them every night, that God 
He had walked an | 


ing his way out of the woods. x vas fished, 
hour or more, when, suddenly, three men | would shield them... After the bag was 


up in the path before him. » Aa | Lilla wrote this letter : 
‘‘Halt! Who comes there?” demanded!one of| Dear Souprer Frrenp,—I don’t know who you 
them. |are, nor what your name is, but I know that you 
“Friend!” replied Tom; though he had a great | are fighting for our country. I am a patriotic little 
many doubts in regard to the truth of his asser-| girl, grandmother says, and I love all our soldiers 
tion. ’ | I know that you must tear your clothes a 
«Advance, friend, and give the countersign !” and lose buttons, and there is no one to hase 
But the soldier boy had no countersign to give. ree’ So I have made this little comfort-bag, they 
He had fallen upon a rebel picket post, and was put in it a thimble, and other things, and wore “f 
made a prisoner will do you ever so much good. I hope yo 4 
I < {not swear. Itis very wrong to use wicked wo 
——_+99——————— 


II hope you love God, and like to read your Bible. 
DEFENDING THE OPPRESSED. 


'There is a hymn inthe book we use at Sunday 
; | school which has a verse in it like this : 
Several boys were passing Mr. Johnson’s house. & ield by day 
Archy Johnson proposed to join them, but saw | Sr steno tae null neni y ill stay; 
they wished to avoid him. He could not tell why. Tie will be with us all the way. 
‘‘Where are you going P” said he. God is love.” 
**A long way,” said Peter Smith. 
“Shall I go with you?” 


And T hope—yow see how full of hopes an 
: | is—that God will take good care of you, and if ¥ 
“It’s a free country ; you can go if you choose. | 
You may not like the fun.” 


‘*What are you going to do?” 


r the fence 





I have eaten nothing 





For the Companion. 
LILLA’S COMFORT BAG. 

Lilla was working for the soldiers. She went 
to Sunday school. On the Sabbath before, she 
had noticed a large basket, on one side of the desk, 
filled with bags, made of different colored calico 
and other material, containing little comforts for 
the soldiers. The superintendent had explained 
their uses, and invited the children to make some, 
and bring to the vestry on the following week. So 
while Lilla recited her lesson and when on her way 
home, the soldiers were much in her thoughts, 
and now on Wednesday afternoon she was busy 
with her task. I will tell you what she did. 

In the first place she took a very pretty piece 
of calico. It was covered with pink and white 
flowers, and little blue-birds, so that it might be 
pleasant for the soldiers to look at. She took a 
small piece of flannel and worked it round with 
yellow silk. This she filled with needles of differ- 
ent sizes. Then she made a pin ball, into which 
she stuck rows of pins. There were two or three 














fall in battle, or die. without any mother oF ~ 
friend near you, may He be better to you than : 
earthly friend, and prepare you to meet Him 
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ck yen, where there is no war nor trouble, and | Even a poor pavior, who had been employed to| ae nacre BRONCHIAL Trocnes clear and givestrength tothe | = ¢a-'THE FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE OF THE NUR- 
veo all who have done fighting the battles of|do a job to the stones before the doctor's house eee are age mei = PUBIAC SPEAKERS. SERY.—The following is an extract from a letter written by 
. . : : mmenc ieir use cs hers. Rev _ y ecise * teforn fessen¢ 
| Wie and have trusted in God for strength, walk in | in Bloomsbury Square, could not get his money | 0 Public Spea Rev, E. H. Curie. ye z . hey ? the German Reformed Messenger, at 
5 hite robes with palms in their hands. Grand- without a contest. “They have € ited my case exactly, relieving my throat and | . perenne <kekecas a ee eer a eee 
me is sitting in her arm-chair by the fire, knit- “¥, ascal.” cried the doctor, as he alighted | ‘l#ting the vol so that I could sing with ease.” 8 wecpgacca naar escape : Papeete rer ees 
kit mother 18 $1 ¢. he ldi She is help- | sat alge aine Maas = nalheges > T. DucHaRME, WINsLow will prove the American Florence Nightingale of the 
jing a blue stocking for the soldiers. & il Pe from his chariot, ‘‘do you pretend to be paid for | Chorister French Parish Church, Montreal. | Nursery. Ofthis we are so sure, that we will teach our “Susy” 
: o write. She says that I must tell you, as 2 ; P D) Thvy.v ve slo >| Sold by all Dealers in Medicines, at 25 cents per box. to say, “A Buxssixe ox Mrs. WIxstow” for helping her to 
» Bb ing me t x sucha piece of work? y, you have spoiled my Y, 
*, gm writing about comfort bags, that God will be pavement, and then covered it over with earth to | . survive and escape the griping, colicking and teething siege. 
Bes sour comforter in every trial and hardship, if you hide the bad work.” | Attention, Battalion!’ We cunfirm every word set forth in the Prosrgctvs. It per- 
‘ijl trust Him. And now I shall remember you | “Doctor.” id — is Stasi Be forms precisely what it professes to perform, every part of it— 
a ry night, whoever you are, when I pray for the To, oe ee oe ee, re eee | Oliver Optic’s New Story, nothing less, Away with your “Cordial,” “Paregoric,” 
wy eves) gill not the only bad work the earth hides. “Drops,” “Landanum,” and every other ‘‘Narcotic,” by which 
¢, . I) bd 4 : . 2 ‘ 
our — your little blue-eyed friend, Liza Eaton. “Eh, what, so you're a wit, are you?” said the | THE SOLDIER BOY, the babe is drugged in{o stupidity, and rendered dull and idi- 
F Curistre Peart, | doctor. ‘*Then you must be paid.” | — eter , hrough 
| M SOMERS o > MY We have never seen Mrs. Winslow—know her only throug 
hed +or | TOM SOMERS IN THE ARMY. the preparation of her “Soothing Syrup for Children Teeth- 
ee = “ Illustrated by Champney............0. -+-Price $1,25. ing.” If we had the power, we would make her, as she is, a 
-SHOOTING ADVENTURE UPON | ae ee ge : seas! 
puck THE CHESAPEAKE | _ The Glowing Record of a Soldier's Trials and Triumphs, Joys | = woe saviour to the Infant Race. 25 cents's ae a id 
? and Sorrows. ya ruggists. 3—Im 
és ;* > | > ay + ~ Ps SE Hebb cite aes iv 
gs, Like most birds of America, the canvas-back is CHILDREN’S COLUMN. | READY THIS DAY, | ihdbantaees oath ties Waien Ieee diel ld 
S Fi 4 = . raw -omTOPES aw . ~IRe ARPETS FOR THE PEOPLE. n't pay the high prices. 
migratory ; 10 the spring it goes northward, and 5 aS Se eee Hae Le. Our stock is wey combats, th all the souuhien ms ill pad 
- Hatoher resorts in great numbers to Chesa- HE KI pee Tre GREP RR gh a eR OS oe eRe 
i in October resorts | great n = TWO LITTLE TTENS. | Lex & Sugrarb, Publishers, 149 Washington Street, Boston. | sold without the addition of the recent advance in prices. 
_ peake Bay, where 1s found in abundance their fa- Two little kittens, one stormy night li-2w | New EnGianp Carpet Co., 75 Hanover Street. 
kept yorite food, the wild cherry. Duck-shooting is of Began to quarrel, and then to fight; a yi neds aed | . 4 ; ache eee 
ered J curse extensively practised, and dogs, trained to One had a mouse, the other had none, A GOOD MUSIC BOOK FOR BOYS AND | _Fise Carvers. Terms cash and no t saa tog i . 
cours - = . ye have o a a ards of cut pieces, Fine Englis 
had back and forth along the shore, will almost| And that’s the way the quarrel begun. GIRLS. re hens een ees Sar ee ee 
lo Jecoy them within shot tin VGH ATi. <— Acchiolte entiection: OF Bousi. Chinite |) Coe ee ere 
OT- -s deca 8 be ’ a - asa : S i ~% FALE. — / Songs, ants abe et? se hea Dita ‘aRpeT CX 25 si 
ter, Me rays coe : nn ole of Il skiff. I “I'll have that mouse,” said the biggest cat ; and Hymns for Javenile Classes, Public Schools, Seminaries ana | €t Cost to import—New Excuaxp Carrer Co., 73 Hanover 
=e One day, ap the offer o ings Skin, il “You'll have that mouse? We'll see about that!” | Home Recreation. By W. 0. & H. S. Perkins, | Street. 
t up vith on y the companionship of a sma “T will have that mouse,” said the eldest son; This work, similar in style to that of the ‘Golden Wreath,” 
went out W . . . | “y. pa Oh Ae ay hor pt etl contains, in addition to attractive lessons and exercises, over 200 | | CARrETS.—The largest assortment, 
sev- BB aoe, to try my luck in this renowned pursuit of'| You shan’t have the mouse,” said the little one. Songs, comprising many of the latest, many of which are not | The lowest prices. 
Test, HM jegsure. For some hours, floating and rowing I told you before twas a etormy night found in any other agg ME gy agen | Terms invariably cash. 
pitas . . 2 SON ¢ Pony or i ers . 
» yet Hl ‘iternately, the time slipped by, but the dog could When these two little kittens began to fight; 1j—lw 277 Washington Street. | No variation in prices, 
that not by any coaxing be made to assist as usual ; in- The old woman seized her sweeping broom, - — | On these principles a large and satisfactory trade is carried 
m to deed, he acted very strangely, and I fancied had a And swept the two kittens right out of the room. TENTH THOUSAND NOW READY, | on by the New ENGLAND Carrer Co., 75 Hanover Street. 
’ e et | r 
pulse gildand frightened look ;_so giving up all hope of| phe ground was covered with frost and snow, bhi | Score AND KIDDERMINSTER CARPETS.—A few bales of new 
‘ MM BB help from him, I pulled out into another channel, And the poor little kittens had nowhere to go; GREAT BATTLE-BOOK. | and desirable styies just opened by the NEw ENGLAND Car- 
iay- TM .ndsucceeded in bringing down at least a score of | So they laid them down on the mat at the door, TICKNOR & FIELDS, Boston, have now ready the Tenth| PET Co., 75 Hanover Street. 
the beauties, but I did not lay a hand upon one of While the old woman finished sweeping the floor Thousand of paren ‘ 
. “—. th 4 . SLEGAN JSSELS, VELVETS AND TAPESTRIES; also Roya 
came : srent matter immediately occupied 4 f : MY DAYS AND NIGHTS ELEGANT BRUSSELS, VELVETS AND ; ’ 
Y a them; @ se le a ‘ saeeeeat ieee 4 = : 4 a | Then they crept in, as quiet as mice, Velvet Medallions—just received by the Nsw ENGLAND Car- 
77 every thought, and every energy was conce ntrated| —_ All wet with the snow, and as cold as ice, ON THE BATTLE-FIELD, ret Co.. 73 Hanover Street. 
0 had wpon that one point. The dog suddenly began to| For they found it was better, that stormy night, BY “CARLETON.” . : mye en aetna dal 
med whimper, crouch, and then start suddenly to his To lie down and sieep than to quarrel and fight. . , has ( — no THE spre agl ri ty eg po : ie - > 
tim P Ars , are age , sts BM ne volume, profusely illustrated with Engravings, Maps and | brated manufacturers, John Crossley & Sons, of England, are 
e feet; at onl — bang pre pr nal or Jiagrams.........Price $1. | now opened and for sale by the New ENGLAND Carrer Cow 
: rose up, stood within three feet of me and whinec The object of this book is to tell the youth of America, in plain | 75 Hanover Street. 

I did hideously; the wildness of the eyes, the protrud- | “ LITTLE BLIND JIM. and simple terms, i . : omy i oe ee eo 
of 07 . ® © . . 301th Ieq} 7.00" ° ‘Loon Om CLotus. The entire stock o he eclebrate 
vest? ing tongue, and copious flowing of saliva told the | Visiting a mission Sunday-school, the superin- THE CAUSES OF THE REBELLION, Bhcnec sed for sale at factory prices by the Naw ENGLAND 

u had story. The dog was mad ! | tendent turned my attention to a little boy who | and to give them #n idea of the valor and courage of their fathers | Carpet Co., 75 Hanover Street. 
It was hydrophobia of the worst type. Fear—| was bending his head earnestly towards his teach- — who are now upholding the National cause by | 
don' no, horror—quick and sudden came overme ; I was | eT, as if eager to catch every word she said. THE BATTLES OF THEIR COUNTRY. | Carpets. Crossley’s improved electrotype—a new article— 
. a . | » 7 eae . y ite ¢ ’ rs iful as sels le » price 
in extreme peril. Death, painful and _ horrid, | WW hy, said i; “that: little fellow seems to be With this view the author has given authentic and vivid de- | sere ee ea hese “ soars ce esa a wh ~ eit 
ful for semed nigh; glaring from the fiery eyes of the blind.” His eyes, I noticed, were almost closed. scriptions of some of the most important battles of the war, which | For sale by the New ENGuand Carrer Co., 75 Hanover Street. 
1 even hi a: + “That i ” id th fe pager 8 valuable as the 
ideous brute. | nat is so,” said the superintendent; ‘the is 
—Sun- 


Inised my gun, forgetting, in the confusion of , almost entirely blind, yet we have no scholar more 


terror, that both barrels were empty, their con- 
ents having just been scattered in the sea. I 
thought of reloading ; but a movement of the dog 
towards me prevented, and instinct directed me 





eager to learn, and none better behaved. 
you to notice him particularly. 
teresting child. 


| ‘*And now,” said he, “Dll give you ina few 


I wish 
He is a very in- 


EXPERIENCE OF AN EYE WITNESS, 
being drawn from his own personal observations. 


Sold by all Booksellors, or sent post-paid by the Publishers, on 
receipt of ONE DOLLAR. Published by 


TICKNOR & FIELDS, 








ROYAL VELVET AND MEDALLION CARPETS—The finest things 
out for parlors and drawing rooms. Forsale by the New ENG- 
LAND Carpvet Co., 75 Hanover Street. 





CARPETS AT WHOLESALE. Cash purchasers are invited to 


ul 135 WASHINGTON N examine our stock, which is very complete in all its varicties. 
! —_ ~Ls . 3 4 7—lw 35 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. New ENGLanpD Carrer Co., 75 Hanover Street. 
ee oturn the piece, and defend myself if necessary | words the story of his blindness. Little Jim was Yee 
ie vith the butt. The dog had hitherto lain up close | playing on the Fourth of July with powder, which R. BR. RB. 
re, she 







othe bow, but had now sprung up and taken a 


CARPETS AT RETAIL. We shall continue to supply our cus- 
; y he and some other boys were endeavoring to ex- Diptheria, Sore Throat, Influenza, Croup, Hoarseness, Difficult | tomers who are about furnishing or re-decorating the floors of 
e desk, position nearer the centre of the boat. With all plode. Little Jim put his face down to blow the| Breathing, bad Cough, Colds, Pain in the Back, Loins, Spine, | their dwellings with Carpets, from all our departments. The 
A calico my caution, as I half-stood, half-crouched in the 


orts for 
plained 
e some, 
ek. So 








stern, the light skiff rocked from side to side, so 
hat Iwas in imminent danger of being pitched 
pit. Should the dog spring, any exertion to fend 
him off would precipitate me into the water, or 
ppset the boat. I was half-paralyzed with terror. 


|match, when it went off, and terribly disfigured 


aT Imagine the dis- 
tress of his parents when their poor boy was led 


| his face and put out his eyes. 


in lacerated and blind. 


‘*The little sufferer bore it patiently, and the 


|doctor was in daily attendance. 


Toothache, Earache, Rheumatism, Lumbago. If seized with 
either of these maladies, use Radway’s Ready Relief. It will stop 
pain as soon as applied. Let none fuil to use it; it will afford mm- 
mediate ease, break up the disease, and may prevent a serious 
illness. 





DOCTOR, WILL MY CHILD LIVE? 


most skilful upholsterers on hand to cut, sew and fit carpets 
when desired. N&W ENGLAND Carver Co., 75 Hanover St. 





“QUALITY IS THE TRUF TEST OF CHEAPNESS thon- 
sand pieces of Crossiey’s English Tapestry Brussels, compris- 
Ing the new designs and new colorings, for the Spring sales, 


“One 





But no light | just received by the New ENGLaANb Carver Co., 75 Hanover 
y } 4 ; 4 bad <u y ¥ Bi ad ” » » | Str a ie, Ye enele: efrse »re 
her way neertainty seemed to have taken possession of came to his eyes. There he sat in the corner Asked an anxious mother of her physician. ‘“‘Madam,” replicd| street. One price and Cash systems strictly adhered lo. 
dj Sa 9 : aah Renal i; - ," i - the doctor, ‘tall that science can suggest have been applicd; I can 
oughts e! Should I wade to shore? It was impossi- | hopelessly blind. t length, after trying every 
7 ” ~ 


as busy 
d. 
ty piece 


ble. It was shallow enough, but the bottom was 
ftmud. Should I attempt to swim? Land was 
ilfamile distant. It could not be accomplished, 
wmbered with clothing! For some minutes— 






| means in vain, the doctor said, ‘I can do no more ; 
|the case is beyond my skill.’ The 
| hearts sunk within them. But the little patient 


oor parents’ 


do no more.” At this instant Mrs. Cummings, a well-known 
nurse, entered the sick chamber, and overhearing the doctor's re- 
ply, said, “Have you tried Radway's Ready Relief?” “No,” re- 
sponded the doctor, “it is a quack nostrum.” ‘‘A quack nostrum !” 


TuE CURRENT OF TRADE IS SURE TO FLOW TO THAT Housk 
WHICH SELLS AT THE Lowest Pricrs. Our best English Vel- 
vets, Brussels and Tapestries will be retailed during the sea- 
son at importers’ prices. Our customers will find our depart- 









had been to Sunday school, and had there learned 


indignantly retorted Mrs. C.; “‘and yet, doctor, this simple reme- 
|some very important lessons. Among these was 


1 white dy will cure this child, that you give no hopes of recovery. I 
C 


ments for fine goods very complete, comprising the newest and 
hey seemed hours—I remained motionless as a 


| most desirable styles of foreign productions as well as the 
t i } y : R Me know its virtues, and will stake my life on its curing the child.” | favorite home manufactures. New ENGLAND Carpet Co., 
. ‘ate 7 » » » , » 28 re ; ee i 
night be atue, moving neither hand nor foot, scarcely the fact that Jesus opened the eyes of the blind. | «ygadam,” replied the doctor, turning to the mother, “if you suf= | 75 Hanover Street. One price and Cash systems strictly ad- 
pe eathing. The dog still stood up, his fore-paws | ‘Well,’ said he to himself, meditating on his for- 
e hised upon the bench, the oars under his feet. 
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BOSTON, APRIL 28, 1864. 


Terms of the Companion. 


The price of the Companion is One Dollar a 
year, strictly in advance. 

When payment is delayed beyond one month 
from the commencement of the subscription year, 
One Dollar and Twenty-five Cents will invariably 
be charged. 


A STRUGGLE WITH A TIGER. 


Some years ago a British regiment was sta- 
tioned at Ganjam, on the Malabar coast. One 
day two of the soldiers saw a large bear on one 
of the neighboring mountains, and resolved to at- 
tack the animal on the earliest opportunity. Ac- 
cordingly, having induced a comrade, named 
Turner, to join them, they started next morning 
in search of the wild beast, taking with them two 
muskets and bayonets, with six rounds of ammuni- 
tion, as a prudential defence against the dangers 
they might probably encounter. 

Having ascended the summit of the mountain, 
Turner perceived a small, loose rock upon the 
edge of a lofty precipice, and tumbled it down, 
for the purpose of disturbing from their lurking- 
places the wild and savage tenantry of the place. 
Che result was immediately seen; for one of the 
party shouted out, “A tiger! a tiger!” and fired 
upon it, when they all immediately recognized a 
large royal tiger, who turned his eyes upon his 
enemies, and paralyzed them with a dreadful roar 
as he doubled the angle of the mountain in pro- 
ceeding to his lair. This, unfortunately, lay di- 
rectly upon the path by which they had ascended 
the mountain; and, being the only safe road by 
which they could descend the eminence, the tiger's 
position cut off their retreat. 

Recovering a little from their consternation, it 

* was proposed to attempt their escape in another 
direction; but Turner was for facing the foe, and 
offered to fire upon the tiger if his companions 
would load their pieces. ‘Turner had barely se- 
cured a favorable position for the attack, when his 
eye met that of the tiger, who, with an amazing 
bound and dreadful roar, sprang up the cliff to 
meet him. The assailant fired, and the tiger fell, 
tumbling down the rock he had ascended with so 
much agility; but, recovering himself, the mon- 
ster made a second spring, with a roar of agonized 
fury, when he received Turner's second ball, 
which tumbled him again backwards. Thrice 
again the tiger returned to the charge, more in- 
furiated from the effects of each successive shot ; 
when Turner’s companions called out that the am- 
munition was expended, and advised their escape 
by the back of the mountain. Against this he re- 
monstrated, from his own perilous position, and 
urged them to stand by him, but they were deaf 
to all remonstrance, and disgracefully left him to 
the fury of the tiger, whose near approach was an- 
nounced by a roar more terrific than any he had 
previously uttered, 

Turner had but a moment to place himself in a 
posture of defence, when the infuriated animal 
sprang at him, and received the bayonet into his 
chest up to the muzzle of the musket. In the at- 
tempt to disengage the bayonet from the tiger's 
chest, however, it unfortunately became separated 
from the musket, which the holder instantly 
clubbed, and with every energy that fear and 
courage could supply, struck the tiger with such 
force as slightly to fracture his skull, whilst the 
firelock was broken, by the blow, into three pieces. 

Up to that moment, the hardy soldier had not 
received a single scratch, although he had inflicted 
many severe wounds upon his adversary; but his 
present position was the extreme of peril, being 
unarmed and completely defenceless before an en- 
raged tiger, whose wounds appeared to make him 
the more dreadfully infuriate. The tiger sprang 
at the head of his victim, and immediately brought 
him to the ground; then seizing him by the right 
shoulder, he lifted him from the ground with a fu- 
rious shake, tearing his body from side to side. 
In a very short period thirty-five wounds were in- 
flicted upon the body of the unfortunate soldier, 
whilst his garments, which were a sort of undress 
of light calico, were torn to shreds and drenched 
in blood; indeed, all that remained of his dress 
upon the mangled body were the waistband of the 
pantaloons and the collar of his shirt. Though 
thus dreadfully mutilated, shaken and torn by the 
savage beast, Turner had the teeige of mind to 
fix his grasp in a wound which one of the musket 
balls had made in the neck of the tiger, and tore 
out a quantity of regged flesh from the interior of 
the wound. From the pain thus inflicted upon the 
tiger, he uttered a tremendous roar, which was 
distinctly heard in the camp, a mile distant, and 
then took his departure. 

For some moments poor Turner ~~ upon the 
rock insensible ; but a voice from two Europeans, 
exclaiming, ‘Turner's killed!” roused him, and, 
jumping up on his feet, he cried out, ‘I’m worth 
twenty dead men yet!” Being taken into the 
camp, his wounds were carefully examined and 
dressed; and, happily, pronounced not mortal. 
The result justified the decision; for, by careful 
treatment, Turner so far recovered as to be able 
to revisit the scene of the battle in about a month 
from the period when it took place. The dead 
body of the tiger was found the morning after the 
affray, upon the bank of a small rivulet, whither 
the animal had gone to quench its thirst. 


+o 


HIDDEN TREASURES. 


In the ‘“‘green-room” in Dresden, where for cen- 
turies the Saxon princes have gathered their gems 
and treasures until they have become worth mil- 
lions of dollars, may be seen a silver egg, a pres- 
ent to one of the Saxon queens, which, when you 
touch a spring, opens an 
Within this is hidden a chicken, whose wing, 














reveals a golden yolk. 
being 


pressed, also flies open, disclosing a splendid 
golden crown studded with jewels. Nor is this 
all; another secret spring being touched, hidden 
in the centre is found a magnificent diamond ring. 

So is it with every truth and prontise of God’s 
Word—a treasure within a treasure. “lhe more we 
examine it, the richer it becomes. But how many 
neglect to touch the springs! 





VARIETY. 





THE WREN. 


Mr. Wood, the great naturalist, writes: ‘‘We 
are all familiar with the wren, ‘the king of all 
birds,’ as he is termed in ancient rhyme; his title 
to royalty resting on his defeat of the eagle in 
upward flight. The story runs, that the birds as- 
sembled to choose a king, and that the election 
should fall on the bird which soared the highest. 

Up sprang all the birds into the sky, but high- 
est of all towered the eagle, who, after mounting 
until his wearied wings could beat no more, pro- 
claimed himself the sovereign of the birds. But 
all unperceived, the little wren had*been quietly 
perching between his shoulders, and as soon as 
the eagle ceased to mount, the wren sprang into 
the air, and, rising on tiny pinion far above the 
wearied eagle, twittered forth the victory of wit 
and intellect over bulk and physical strength.” 





A lady who was accustomed to attract great 
numbers of the feathered tribe to her garden by 
supplying them abundantly with crumbs, seeds 
and other dainties, told me that when the weather 
became cold the wrens used to gather themselves 
upon a moderately large branch of a tree, about 
four inches above which grew another branch. 

In the evening the wrens assembled upon their 
resting-place, and perched themselves very com- 
fortably for the might, piled three or four deep, 
apparently for the sake of warmth, the topmost 
bird always having his back pressed against the 
upper branch as if to keep all steady! Pitying 
their forlorn condition, their beriefactress pro- 
vided a bedroom for them, being a square box 
lined with flannel, and with a very small round 
hole by way of door. 

This was fixed on the branch, and the birds 
soon took advantage of it, their numbers seeming 
to increase nightly, until at last upwards of forty 
wrens would crowd into the box, which did not 
seem capable of containing half that number. 
When asleep, they were so drowsy that they 
would permit the lid of the box to be lifted and 
themselves to be handled, without attempting to 
move. 

All these wrens were supposed to come from a 
number of nests, which had been made in the 
gnarled roots of old hawthorn bushes which grew 
at the side of a narrow but deep brook running 
at the end of the garden.—From Routledge’s Nat- 
ural History. 
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THE NEVEBS. 


‘“‘Where did you dine to-day?” I asked of a 
friend one Christmas. 

“*T dined with the Never family.” 

**What do you mean?” 

‘Why, I do not remember to have met so many 
Nevers at one house as I met to-day. One lady 
said to me, ‘I never saw you looking so well,’ when 
she knew that I was scarcely recovered from sick- 
ness; another said, ‘We began to think you never 
were coming,’ when she knew I came at the time 
appointed.” 

**They wished to cheer your spirits a little by 
their compliments.” 

‘‘Flattery never cheers me, especially when it 
is not the truth. Again, one remarked, ‘I never 
saw so fine a Christmas,’ and yet.not half an hour 
afterwards she said that last year Christmas day 
was more delightful than this year. Then a little 
boy came bounding in, shouting, ‘I never saw so 
good a man as Mr. Bliss—he is nearly as good as 
uncle John. See what he gave me.’ At dinner 
the lady said that she ‘never had such poor beef 
before,’ and her husband said he ‘never knew the 
carving-knife to be so dull ;’ the daughter said to 
her aunt, ‘You never eat any thing ;’ and the little 
girl, having been absent from school one day, de- 
clared that ‘she never was so sorry.’ 

‘‘Since that day I have taken some pains to 
notice the use made of this word never. When it 
is out of place it is weak; when in the right place 
it is strong, solemn and of great use. The wrong 
use of the word is, we fear, among the sins of the 
tongue. One of the best of the nevers is this: 
‘Never open the door to a little vice, lest a great one 
enter into it.’” 

——_—§——————- 


RACE WITH A LOCOMOTIVE. 


As the train was coming up from Santa Clara 
recently, when about four or five miles beyond 
Redwood city, a boy, mounted on an anxious- 
looking steed, was observed ahead in the wagon- 
road—which runs within a few yards of, and par- 
allel with, the track for some distance—as if wait- 
ing for the train to come > Just as the locomo- 
tive got even with him, the young but ambitious 
equestrian put spurs and shouted defiance. By 
the time the horse got under full headway, his 
iron competitor was half-train ahead, and then 
Bucephalus began to hold his own. The excite- 
ment on the cars grew apace ; the engineer put on 
every ounce of steam; the passengers became 

rofoundly interested in the result. Away lum- 

red the locomotive, roaring its indignation at 
the presumption of horse-flesh. Along flew the 
panting animal, his feet seeming scarce to touch 
the ground, while the young bare-headed rider, 
with his unshorn hair streaming in the wind, like 
a bogtail meteor, seemed thoroughly invested with 
the importance of the trial on which he had en- 
tered, that was to settle forever the question of 
the superiority of steam over equine wind and 





muscle, For about four minutes no perceptible 
advantage was gained ither side; but there, 


is a limit to animal endurance, and after the expi- 
ration of that period the horse began to exhibit 
signs of exhaustion, which being perceived by his 
jealous master, he was at once reined up, and the 
boy, with a graceful bow and wave of his hat, 
whick*had been held securely under his arm, re- 
tired from the contest, amid the huzzas of the 
delighted passengers; and the hum of the reced-| 
ing train in a few moments died away on the ears 
of the bold young horseman. Thus did science 
triumph over the symbol of power and speed, 
whose neck the ancients clothed with thunder, ete. 
—San Francisco Journal. 


—_—__+o+____ 


A PERTINENT QUESTION. 


About the time the temperance reformation be- 
gan, a well-disposed farmer told one of his men 
that he thought of trying to do his work without 
whiskey, and asked him how much more he should 
have to give him to do without it. The man told 
him that he might give him what he pleased. 

“Well,” said the farmer, ‘I will give you a 
sheep if you will do without.” 

The eldest son then asked him if he would give 
him a sheep if he would do without whiskey. 

“Yes,” said the farmer, ‘‘you shall have a sheep 
if you will do without.” 

The youngest son then asked if he would do 
the same by him. 

**Yes, Sandy,” was the reply; ‘‘you shall have 
a sheep, too, if you will do without whiskey.” 

Presently Sandy asked, ‘‘Father, hadn’t you) 
better take a sheep, too?” 

This was a home question; the father had hard- 
ly thought that he could do without the ‘good 
creature,” but this direct appeal was not to be dis- 
regarded. The result was, that the demon was at 
once banished from the premises. 


+01 
TELL THE TRUTH. 


Would you shun the blush of shame ? 
Would vou have no tongue proclaim 
Yours a vile, dishonored name? 

Tell the truth, my boys. 
Tell it e’en in sportive jest, 
Tell it though a fault’s confessed, 
Honest truth is always best; 

Tell it boldly, boys. 


Who is that a word will make 

Start with fear, with terror quake ? 

See the trembling coward shake: 
*Tis the liar, boys. 

Sce him stand! A child may trace, 

In his slinking eye and face 

Plainly writ, that deep disgrace 
Brands the liar, boys. 

Then beware : the first lie shun— 

Evil ways are soon begun— 

Soon from bad to worse they run, 
Bringing ruin, boys, 

Say, ‘“No man, our lives throughout, 

Friend or foe, our word shall doubt ;” 

Speak the truth. Aye! speak it out 
Plainly, boldly, boys. 
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SOUVENIRS FROM RICHMOND. 


The surgeons just from Richmond prisons have 
been allowed a furlough. Some of them retain 
interesting souvenirs of their captivity, the most 
common article being a specimen of their diet in 
the shape of black or corn bread. An Ohio sur- 
geon has with him a bit of this bread, which he 
nsed in his prison instead of a mallet, to drive the 
blade of his jack-knife through a bone which he 
was manufacturing into relics. 
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HEELS VALUABLE! 


The Times of India, of February 14th, says: 
‘*The Governor-General is remaining in Calcutta. 
His Excellency, on a morning walk last month, 
was pursued by a wild buffalo, that had broken 
loose from the Calcutta cattle show, and escaped 
from its attack by his fleetness as a runner.” 
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An Irish woman went into a grocery store in 
Lowell a day or two since, and called for a quar- 
ter of a pound of butter. The proprietor, to 
whom the order was given, suggested that the 
amount was rather small, and she had better pur- 
chase a quantity sufficient to last her a greater 
length of time. 

*‘O, you mistake,” she answered, “‘it isn’t to ate 
that I want it, but jusht to put on the table to 
look at.” a 

If the commodity alluded to shall advance in 
price materially beyond its present standard, it is 
feared that the Irish woman will not be the only 
one to keep it ‘‘jusht to look at.” 


Ir is said that when Gen. Grant was going down 
to Washington one day, when the train, having 
attached to it the special car, stopped at Brandy 
Station, some soldiers who were waiting to go 
down asked if they could not get into the car. 

*‘No,” was the answer of an officer; ‘*this is 
Gen. Grant's special car.” 

Whereupon Grant, who was sitting by the win- 
dow, spoke and said, 

“Gen. Grant occupies only one seat; the sol- 
diers can ride.” 


Mr. Hewirt, a baker in Nottingham, was on 
Friday serving a customer, when a rat ran behind 
a flour-bin. It was pursued by the baker and his 
apprentice. The latter attacked it with a stick, 
when it took refuge up the lgd’s back, between 
the coat and the lining, on his shoulder. It had 
crept through a hole in his coat and got up his 
back, where it was killed. 


An old miser, who had a footman that hada 
good appetite and ate fast, but was slow when 
sent on am , used to wish that his servant 
would eat with his feet and walk with his teeth. 


Sux has a great many tools; but a lie is a han- 
dle which fits them all. ‘ 
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IMPORTANT TO INVALIDs. 
IMPORTANT TO INVALIDs 


It is well known to the Medical Profession that 
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PRICE, $1.00 A YEAR, PAYMENT IN ADV. 
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Everr bird pleases us with its lay, especially 
the hen. 
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is the VITAL PRINCIPLE or LIFE ELEMENT of the By « 
This is derived chiefty from the food we eat; but if the food i 25 
properly digested, or if, from any cause whatever, the mont 3 
quantity of iron is not taken into the circulation, or becom — 
duced, the whole system suffers. The bad blood wilj came 
heart, will clog up the lungs, will stupefy the brain, wil) ona the 
the liver, and will send its disease-producing elements to all wang 
of the system, and every one will suffer in whatever onan 
be predisposed to disease. _ 
It is only since the discovery of that valuable combination 
known as PERUVIAN SYRUP that the great power of this Vy 
TALIZING AGENT over disease has been brought to lj “a — 
light, —— 
THE PERUVIAN SYRUP OLM 
is a PROTECTED solution of the PROTOXIDE oF 1RON. ——— 
A New Discovery in Medicine, 
A New Discovery in Medicine, 
that STRIKES AT THE ROOT OF DISEASE by supp) 
blood with its Pplying the 
ViTaL PRINCIPLE oR Lire ELEMENT, IRON Pod 
Tue Peruvian Syrup ar 
Cures Dyspepsia, Liver Complai Dropsy, &c, boys 
Tue Peruvian Syrup face th 
Infuses strength, new life and vigor into the system. people 
Tue Peruvian Syrup They a 
Contains no Alcohol, and is pleasant to take, d 
. they d 
Tue Peruvian Syrup Als P 
Cures Chronic Diarrheea and all Skin Diseases. pome 
Tue Peruvian Syrup afraid t 
Builds up the broken-down constitution. will not 
Tue Peruvian Syrup coward 
Cures Nervous Affections, and all Female Complaints, $0. Tl 
Tue Peruvian Syrup b \ de 
Is an excellent substitute for wine or brandy. ep 
Tue Peruvian Syrup always 
Invigorates the weak and debilitated. was. 
Tue Peruvian Syrup “Tai 
Cures all diseases = the Kidneys and aneaaet often be 
THe Peruvian Syrup Whe 
Restores the vigor of youth to the worn-out system. 4 
Tue Peruvian Syrup he migl 
Animates and invigorates an over-worked brain. “] aint 
Pamphlets containing certificates of cures and recommendation His fi 
from some of the most eminent physicians, clergymen and other, he had. 
will be sent FREE to any address. ° 

We select a few of the names to show the character of the tes It bore 

timonials: watched 
Rev. John Pierpont, Lewis Johnson, M. D., u j 
Rev. Warren Burton, Roswell Kinney, M.D, ripen ID 
Rev. Arthur B, Fuller, S. H. Kendall, M. b, red tha 
Rev. Gurdon Robins, W. R. Chisholm, M. D,, ue 
Rev. Sylvanus Cobb, Francis Dana, M. D., “Ben 
Rev. I. Starr King, Marcelino Aranda, M.D, 
Rev. Ephraim Nute, Jr., Abraham Wendell, M. D,, on the j 
Rey. Jos. H. Clinch, A. A. Hayes, M. D., 
Rev. Abm. Jackson, J. R. Chilton, M. D., “Whi 
Rev. J. Pearson, Jr., H. E. Kinney, M. D., 
Rev. Henry Upham, John E. Williams, Esq., “Halt 
Rev. 8S. H. Riddel, Thomas A, Dexter, Esq, P 
Rev. P. C. Headley, Thomas C. Amory, Esq., thing ab 
Rev. John W. Ulmstead, Hon, Peter Harvey, “No 

tar~ There can be but one stronger proof than the testimony ¢ 7 
such men as these, and that is A PERSONAL TRIAL, Jt has curd Hav 
thousands where other remedies have failed to give relief, andix “No, 
valids cannot reasonably hesitate to give it a trial. “It’s 

FOR SALE BY ba 
SETH W. FOWLE & CO., 18 Tremont Street, Bostoa, met ks 
3. P. DINSMORE, 491 Broadway, New York, into my 
And by all Druggists. 7—eowly have st 
ONE OF them all 
HUNNEWELL’S GREAT REMEDIES, Ben. 

HUNNEWELL'S ECLECTIC PILLS—Tue True For Mile 
CATHARTIC.—By the appuication of true Medical! Laws, both ch 8 
acter and economy are combined in this most valuable Pill. was a ne 
prevent putting into the stomach such quantities of indigest 
and injurious drugs usually contained in Pills that require was not | 
four to six to get a decent cathartic, and tu prevent theG 
Pains so erroneously judged to be evidence of cl. aracter, wast knowled, 
study in this development. The dose seldom exceeding Ons, 
never more than TWO Pills, settles the question «1 economy, and boy. 
confidence is asked to test their true character in Dyspepsia, ( ‘ 
tiveness, Bili , Liver Compiai iles, all derangem pleasing 
of the Stomach and Bowels, and as a true Family Pil. For Wa ° 
they area Ss aaa a pleasing 

§2@~ For sale by all wholesale and retail dealers. 

JUHN L. HUNNEWELL, Proprietor, He we 
Practical Chemist and Pharmaceutist, Boston, Mss pale 
4l—oct, jan, april, july Wh 
“ _ 
FAMILY DYE COLORS! ia ¢ 
—_ > 
BLACK, MAGENTA 
DARK BLUE, MAROON, 8 low tor 
LIGHT BLUE, ORANGE, “Well 
FRENCH BLUE. PINK, 
CLARET BROWN, f “Tin y 
DARK BROW) ROYAL PURPLE, a 
LIGHT BROWN, SALMON, took it. 
SNUFF BR SCAKLET, . 
CRIMSON, SLATE, ‘Did 5 
DARK D. . SOLFERINO, 
LIGHT DRAB, VIOLET, trusted 
DARK GREEN YELLOW. Mil y 
LIGHT GREEN, iles. 
For Dyeing Silk, Woollen and Mixed Goods, Shawis, & Miles | 
Dresses, Ribbons, Gloves, bonnets, Hats, Feathers, I 
id Gioves, Children's Clothing, and all hope I 
kinds of Wearing Apparel. “And ] 
A SAVING OF 80 PER CENT. 
tnd confe 

For 25 cents you can color as many goods as would othe 
cost five times that sum. Various shades can be product ™@b haye tak 
the same Dye. The process is simple, and any one can # ia 
Dye with perfect success. So he 

Directions in English, Freich and German, inside prise w 
package. 

For further information in Dyeing, and giving a perfect “Ben. di 
ledge what colors are best adapted to dye over others, | nm. di 
many valuable receipts,) purchase Howe & Stevens Treatise “0. I 
Dyeing and Coloring. Sent by mail on receipt of price,—10 ’ 

anufactured by HOWE & SIEVENS. Bi Now tel} 
> 260 Broapwar, be 

For sale by Druggists and Dealers generally. Miles ; 

HOME PRINTING OFFICES 0g at th 
gan to ha 
PLEASURE AND PROFIT. ial 
} were me 

A PRINTING OFFICE FOR $13 AND Mil 
SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS. es ¢ 

Men and Boys are MaKING Mongr with the LOWE we 
by which C Labels, &c., are printed at a “Ho ” 
cent. Some boys earn $2 per week besides atten ’ 

Send for a Cireular to the LOWE Pk Do you s 

la-ly 23 Water Street, ’ T he 
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ies. 
YOUTH’S COMPANION. “Well, 
A FAMILY PAPEEF: tlraid to 
DEVOTED TO wuiting + 
Piety, M » Brotherly Love --- Ne ioron 
Ne Controversy: With his t 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY “0, it’ 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MASS» Buy 
Ne. 22 Schoel Street. 
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